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From my chamber 
I hear the birdsongs 

the ever forgotten essence 
of the quiet world 
reveals itself 
in the perfection 
of this early light 

this is the world 
that I have longed to known 
yet it has remained elusive 
to my perceptions 

here I am now 
in the fortieth year 
of my saga 

I carry on 
for in the light 
of the dawn 
I am tranquil 

in the moonlight 
I am tranquil 

here I am with eyes 

upon the ethereal sea 

this is the world 

that I have longed to know 

ever elusive it remains 

ever so.ever so 
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There is a new light 
this hour 

this new light 
I have seen it 
with my own eyes 

within this light 
there are plateaus 
of the orchid 

within this new light 

I am touched 

by a wind of a memory 

revealing a multitude of stars 

that I have seen 

under countless skies 

within this new light 

there is the radiance of the soul 

within this new light 
the trees in the valley 
touch the heavenly skies 


*** 
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More of this night 

I seek to find 

more of this night 

the ageless spheres revealed 

with the Moon 
seen brightest 

lights of the celestial 
spreading forth 

an oasis isle 
discovered hy 
the nautical instruments 

the truest moment 
is like a firefly 
and all that is brightened 
and all that is shadowed 

whispered oracles 
all around us 
amongst the trees 
the night forest 

now under the Pleiades 


*** 
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Unknown island 

in the morning azure sky 

I have had such visions of thee 

minarets across the ocean 

I can not see 

yet I can hear them 

within 

this unquiet epiphany 

the heliosphere 
is an eternal palace 

they call to me 

the cherubs 

of the eastern breeze 

how the sky 

this morning 

is a chapel I behold 

the seagulls gather 

at the edge of Neptune's garden 
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A serene quiet 
settles over the meadow 

a hawk soars 
at twelve 

above the wind chimes 

summer is unveiled 

lightning storms 
and thunder 
like Olympian chariots 
in the clouds 

the butterflies are about 
spreading their simple grace 

the bees 

with great allegiance 
proclaim the decrees 
of their bee queen 

and the ants 
the ants 

are building pyramids 
and sphinxes 

between the blades of grass 


*** 
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On many a day 

I battle with my own reflection 
the mirror is like a battlefield 
strewn with discarded 
arrows, swords and catapults 

eyes gazing into eyes 
what to behold 
a vortex of my own voice 

where mushrooms grow 
imaginings crystallize 

heralds proclaim 

the noonday sun glare 

opulence created of this prism 

curved 
be ndi ng 
sy mme tri c 

Helios’s poetry of light 

touching the sundial 
in a Pennsylvania garden 

soil of my enchantment 
I behold you 
in a vision 

beyond the great boundary 
of the river 


*** 
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I have felt 
the mire 

of the fragmented spirit 

I have heard my own voice 
resemble the sound 
of the reeds 
in the storm winds 

I have known many days 
when the dawn 
did not reach me 

I have walked streets 
that led me 
to gardens overgrown 
with thorns 

I have seen steam rising 
from the roads 
after a summer rain 

I have felt 
pieces of my soul 
choose exile 
upon isles 
in the mythic seas 

I have know 
the light of a candle 
to brighten the whole 
of the hemisphere 
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At the colosseum 
in the afternoon 
under the gaze 
of Cassiopeia’s eyes 

I discover 

the many labyrinths 
within the folds 
of the ethereal veil 

and the stone 
all around me 
vibrates 
with a presence 
subtle and ancient 

here beneath 
the mother star's glare 
islands of flowing time 
await the wandering dreamer 

I have known all of this before 
long ago 
in years 
in memories 

that are now like a haze 

a haze drifting across 
Poseidon’s dominion 
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Circling the atmospheric world 
in these thoughts of glass 
this afternoon 
this afternoon 
beneath the clouds 

that float through hidden kingdoms 

I have seen 
radiant mirages 
illusions as real 
as the gardens of Babylon 

these pillars 
that Odysseus beheld 
with his own eyes 
I behold them now 
as close to eternity 
as the Moon 

this vision of the sky 

a projection of light 

of the past 

of destinies yet 

to be imagined 

out among the vast nebulas 


*** 
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In this room 
there is a voice 
not of this mind 

it is as an asp 
unseen 

by the perceptions of most 

casting no reflection 
in the dusty mirror 

beside the urn 
and the candelabra 

this voice 

speaks from a landscape 
beyond the solar dominion 

is it a desert? 
a tundra? 

a plateau of tall grasses 
green as the imagination allows? 

I know not 
I merely receive 
these inclinations 

I know nothing 
of its scenery 

I merely hear 
if I listen 
the voice 

and the one who has spoken 
that can see my reflection 
in the dusty mirror 

glass 
li ght 
mirroring 

images beheld by the eyes 
images beheld by the spirit 



these things have always been elusive 
yet present.very profound and real 

such things are interwoven 

with the hours 

and with the passage of days 

yet how so very often 
we get carried away 
by the turbulence of the world 
its ceaseless winds of distraction 

and much is swept away 
and we who often look back 
to those places 
that we know linger 

linger within the tapestry of spirit 

like Sun and Moon 

like the winds of a tempest 
like an absolute calm 
over a nightly sea 
beneath the constellations 
in all of their majesty 
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How I am drift!ng 
drifting into that sea 
the passage of time 

now I am remembering 
days when the sky 
appeared to me 
as a window of the eternal 

seagulls fly above the bay 
the glare upon the water 
in the afternoon 

what more have I seen 

within such sights 

that I have yet to discover 

there are harmonies 

descending from above the clouds 

that I can hardly perceive 

yet if I listen 

there is a music of such grace 

and the Sun glare 

the radiance upon the water 

how it can mystify 

the ascension of daydreams 
into the azure sphere 

how it can mystify 
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The rain 
fell heaviest 
about an hour past 

now it is silent 
steam rises 

from the deserted streets 

the quiet 
shrouds us 

and now may we sleep 
it is time 

to blow out the candles 
it is ti me 

to let dreams come if they may 

or if they do not 

it is simply time to rest 

the lightning and thunder 
of earlier 

have moved along and away 

now we are shrouded 
in the quiet 

and dreams are on their way 
if they are to be received 

either way 
it is time to rest 
time to rest 
as dreams appear 

like the first light of the dawn 


*** 
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The horizon of the sea 
like a jewell to behold 

for me 

the ebbing waves 

are a purification of memories 

I will give to the sea 
that of myself 
which I no longer feel 
is beholden to the land 

may it all be taken 

to the sunken ruins of Atlantis 

to return to an abyssal league 
where the sunlight is ever fleeting 
yet sacred in its bestowal 

down where coral cathedrals 
toll their coral bells 

I will sink these old dreams 
of my soul 

down they will go 
no longer to be seen 
in such visionary sleep 

down they will go 


*** 
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It is a moonless night once more 

a moonless night 

I can feel 

the great absence 

of that illuminated sphere 

the resonance 

of a most ancient glare 

falling upon the orchids 

this is the world’s crystallized self 

reflected in the dreamlike pond 

it is a ruby 

it is a blade of grass 

it is a soliloquy of prisms 

it is frost in the first light 

it is the imagined dove 

it is the hourglass of the sage 

it is the monolith of mirrors 

it is an open door to the fathoms deepest 

it has been eluded to 

in countless scrolls of papyrus 

now the stars are revealing themselves 

and the moonlight 

breaks through the clouds 

and in the wind 

a troubadour's voice 

along the cobblestone path 

the travelers go forth 

by night beneath Luna’s lantern 

and upon the fields is cast 

a radiance heralding through the nightly heavens 
from this cathedral of the vast world 


*** 
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My words once spoken 
now floating 

upon the air like incense 

these gardens 

under the glare of Yenus 

this evening 

when each star 

is as a grain of sand 

a sea above 

the fields 

where a mist clings 

like a temporal mirage 

I stand here beholding 
a nexus of plateaus 

an orchestrated collage 
like the sight 

of a divine candle flickering 

the bats of the night 
are in flight 
in the ether 

and from here 

Saturn's horizon 

seems so minuscule 

yet we know it in our spirit 

to be a most familiar wonder 
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The nebulas of this night 
I imagine 

too far away to recognize 

though I see them 

as I would always see them 

The stars to me 
seem like candles 

within my own dream 

there is a heavy mist 

there is obscurity 

yet the light is most present 

such things are my connection 
to the melodies of the Cosmos 

my stars 
my stars 

vast clouds of dust and gas 
gardens of the colorful 
mystical light of creation 

here I am along the shore 
of this sea of time 

on the horizon 
I see islands appear 
and disappear 

in visions of the parallel realm 

listening through a seashell 
I can hear 



the breaking waves 
of another sea 
a mirror reflection 

far.so far to those whose minds are 

yet interwoven so near 
the threads of creation 
the tapestry of creation 
to the eyes that believe 
what a marvel 
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Beyond my window 
this summer morning 
I hear the birds chirping 
alas.this blessed serenity 

I gaze upon 

the hourglass of this day 
each moment flows 
in the stream of time 

here is such a sanctuary revealed 
here is a mirror image reflected 
reflected and reflected 
in the vast azure tapestry 

the last mist of dreams 
dissipates under the noon Sun 


*** 
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The cascades of the Moon 
its light as a fountain 
descending upon the land 
upon our spirits 

the cascades of the Moon 
conceiving mirages 
for our eyes to behold 
a most sacred illumination 

here amidst the garden of chimes 


*** 
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Have I ever 

beheld the infinite? 

a chalice 

ever to be filled with wine 
in the afternoon 

contemplations falling like leaves 

a flower of Ionia 
appears before thee 

a greater truth 
a greater discovery 

oasis of the mind 
I see you in the clouds 

most serene 
se re ne 

like a hidden path 
in the forest 

where is the infinity 
within it all? 

an urn of memories 

I am half ascended 
in the azure sky 

and I am half 
as a statue 

in the field of clovers 


- 6 / 23/2019 



20 


Moonlight 

moonlight 

oasis of what I imagine 
oasis of my beliefs 

my thoughts fusing with this aura 

candlelight 
candlelight 
reflected in my mirror 
abode of serenity 

I do not seek 
a well of truth 
in your appearances 
I seek only illusion and mirage 
I want an obscuring fabrication 

by nine 
by twelve 

by the first glimmer 
of the dawn 

I have sought to find 
your palace of transcendenee 
in a thousand labyrinths 
of the serene spirit 
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A new light 
has appeared 

at dawn 

the many cycles of time 
going forward 

as it was yesterday 
as it will he tomorrow 

at first a distant glimmer 
in the darkness 

and now 

an ever expanding illumination 

may it ever reveal to our eyes 
the truth 

of that which we have conceived 

of the beauty 
of the shortfalls 

may it inspire us 
to ascend 

to where the stars shine 
in the eternal sea of creation 


*** 
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This morning I behold 
a renewed light 

that is a reflection of multitudes such 

when I seek to envision an oasis 

I imagine 

I imagine here 

and the morning birds regal 

a renewed light 
an emerald glow 

an astral luminance 

that the whole of the world 

cannot see I know 

one must recognize its absence 
to be filled with its presence 

I have waited 

to set eyes upon 

such a transformation 

here I am now 

when the morning birds regal 
I listen 

I attune my spirit 
I hear the choirs.celestial 


*** 
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The palace 
the ivy 

the garden gates 

moonlight touching 
the solitary orchid 

by midnight's silent hell toll 
I know who you are 
a mirror reflection 
the sight of a soul most weary 

and what can I say 
when there is always 
an hourglass near 

each moment 
each breath 
embodied within 
a grain of sand 

I know you 

I know your weary eyes 

we have walked 

the same path together 

doves in flight 
in the azure dominion 

we both await 
the Moon to rise 
and enchant us 
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I have fled from the commotion 
into a desert within the soul 

there was too much noise 

too much mechanical cacophony 

I grew weary 

of the built up world 

I sought vast expanses 
where nothing was fabricated 
where electric eyes 
were absent 

electric eyes 

electric eyes 

I sought most of all 

to escape the city of electric eyes 

I sought a desert 

where solitude was glaring 

as the noonday Sun 

and the sand beneath my feet 
and the sand 
held no memory 

memories were washed away 
in this sand 

oasis of the hermit 
that is.my own oasis 

where only the wind 
and my thoughts 
touch the silence 
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I have found a paradise 
in an empty patch of sky 

on most days 

it is as an azure plateau 
to these eyes 

and by night 
a garden of dreams 
will glowing luminance 

there do I count stars 

there do I imagine vast nebulas 

the gardens of stars 

if it were possible 
I would retreat here 
for the rest of my days 

I would rejoice 

in the collision of illusions 
the changing tides of mirages 

my thoughts would be as air 
my words will become as incense 

in the light of Sun or Moon 

I will drift 

upon the waves of sky 
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An entanglement of illusions 
and things 

that are not illusions at all 

at this late hour 

the birds are silent 

in the morning they will sing 

as they always remember this instinct 

prisms of the envisioned kingdom 
all of this celestial light 
that we see 

is as deep as any ocean 
ti me 

like the very tides 

recedes.always to return arisen 

within the moonlight 
are many 

crystalline palaces 

they are well hidden 

and seen only by the enchanted 
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I seek to see 

the glare of the light 

that I remember 

so many days 
nights 

so many seasons that have passed 

the many occasions 
these eyes beheld 
a sky without the Moon 

the absence of lunar illumination 

when the many paths before me were obscured 

and then 
a storm arrives 

the waves breaking as thunder 

the wind 

would simply vanquish 

any sanctuary of candlelight 

and them 

a single star's light 
would shine through 

a lone herald 
of a vast kingdom 
momentarily beyond 
this earthly vision 

*** 
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Alas 

the voice of the statue 
alas 

the oratory 

of the stone spirit 

from out of the sea mist 
a forgotten intricacy 
infusing with our hours 

devotions spoken 

upon the sound of the breaking waves 

the sea is our cathedral 
this in ceremonial noon 

the givings of the Sun 
awakening within me 
the means to envision 
an oceanic salvation 

the seagulls above us 

always present above us 

familiar as my earliest remembrances 

perhaps Poseidon is near 
his trident projecting 
a presence of mystery 
to we who have forgotten 
such a subliminal mythology 

and the seashells scattered about 

by listening through them 

can be heard 

the perfect reflection 

of these moments in time 

in realms beyond this realm 

in realms beyond this seashore 



and the Sun 

at its zenith 

like a glaring medallion 

bestows upon us 

a light most blessing 


*** 
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At the hour we heard 
Luna's hell chime 

clouds passed by 

before the constellations 

oracles interwoven among 
this scene 

the tapestries of the night sky 

at the hour 

when the owl presides 

sovereign over 

the oft unseen 

frescoes portraying 
where we have been 
seen in a brief moment 

a fiefdom of ivy surrounds 
it is all 

in this revelation inscribed 

a fiefdom of ivy 

for our eyes to discover 

for our thoughts to crystalize 
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A season of auroras 
in the northern heavens 

a magnetic 

opule nt 

celestial sign 

that we breathe 

the ethereal vastness 

that is endlessly created 

and at times 
we perceive 

the subtle inclinations 

to allow our thoughts to drift 
to the plateaus of the clouds 

through mirrored hypnotisms 
we ascend to peripheries 
where the horizon is gilded 
with creation’s mystified elements 

a season of the electric epiphany 

and within 

the labyrinth of the candlelight 
a river that bends and reaches forth 
to where the moonlight is enthroned 
upon this world 

in the season of the brightest 
and most colorful sky 


*** 
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This voice is known to me 
unexplained though present 
I listen 

and can hear a tempest of sounds 

I listen and can hear 

such an envenomed wind lashing 

I know this voice 
it is the nemesis 
of my moonlit reflection 

I know this voice 

it is the shadow 

beside the candle 

when the storm has brought 

its darkness to this threshold 

within the lightning flash 
I behold spectral chariots 

I behold 
I behold 

what many weary eyes 
look away from 

I behold 

an onyx monolith 

arising from the dark clouds 

and the voice speaks 

as if from a throne of titans 

through words that are beyond discerning 
resound like the echo of thunder 
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It is a salted recollection 

the sea foam 

like an Elysian glare 

these are the days 

for which these pillars stand 

I see in this Hew Jersey sky 
Icarus among the seagulls 

I stand upon this boundary of sand 

I stand upon this boundary of transition 

oasis to my eyes 
I gaze out upon Poseidon's keep 

the wave sound 

like the echos of time 

I stand upon this boundary 
would you not know what I behold? 

these shells of the divine formation 
the sand fused with living memory 

degree by degree 

the light of the heavens in flux 

here I stand at the threshold 

of an awakening within an awakening 

here I stand 

amidst such a tide of impressions 

here I stand 
where the world begins 
as a distant light 
and then ascends 

*** 
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